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NARRATIVE. 


THE LIFE OF A YOUNG MAN. 

We are indebted for the following solemn and 
instructive narrative to a clergyman in Quebec, 
who has copied it for our paper. It is taken from 
a sermon of the clergyman referred to, and is 
known to our correspondent to be correct in its 
statements :-— 

About sixteen years since, two individuals at- 
tended a celebrated school in this city: the one 
was then a boy some few years older than the 
other, and from there being but little disparity in 
their ages, as well as from their attending the same 
school, they were often, with boys of a similar age, 
thrown together in their hours of play and recrea- 
tion. And whatever difference may have existed 
between them in other respects, (and difference 
there was) certainly they were then both alike un- 
regenerate, unrenewed, and ignorant of the saving 
grace of God. After a little time the younger of 
the two removed to a school in a distant part of 
the country where he remained for some years, 
and after passing through the usual course of edu- 
cation, eventually turned his attention to the min- 
istry, which he has since entered. About the same 
period, the elder boy also removed from school; 
and being of a roving, unsettled habit, he turned 
his attention to a sea-faring life,—and shortly af- 
terwards embarked on a voyage to far distant 
climes. He was absent for many years, though 
eventually he returned to his native land and to 
the city of his birth. But during this period, his 
life was almost one continued course of open pro- 
fligacy and of daring sin. With his name changed 
and his nature stained with the crimes of many 
years, it would have been difficult in any to have 
recognized the once artless boy, in the unprinci- 
pled and abandoned profligate. As regarded his 
former school-fellow, a long separation and the 
lapse of many years had served almost entirely to 
erase the memory of each from the mind of the 
other. Thus matters stood, up to a recent period, 
when a circumstance took place—such as we often 
read of in tales of fiction—but such as is rarely 
heard of in common life. Not many days since, 
two clergymen of our Church went up together to 
the prison of this city, —the one having professional 
duties to perform, the other accompanying him 
merely as a companion, with no definite purpose 
in view, 

On entering the prison walls, a few words to the 
turnkey gained them access to the condemned 
cell. It was evening, the sun had but just set, and 
the light admitted through two grated windows was 
but faint and dim; still, however, it was sufficient 
to show the form and youthful appearance of one 
whose hours on earth were numbered; who was 
s00n to expiate upon the gallows the offended laws 
of his country; and by his death to fulfil the sen- 
tence denounced by God, ‘*‘ Whoso sheddeth man’s 
blood, by man shall his bleod be shed.” 

A long and painfully interesting interview took 
place. The clergymen felt their hearts drawn out 
and their whole souls kindled within them, in an 
earnest desire to pluck this brand from the burn- 
ing. -' They set before him the all-sufficiency of 
Jesus to save—the nature of true repentance, and 
the necessity of regeneration:—they told him that 
God was no respecter of persons,—that Emanuel’s 
blood could cleanse from all sin, even from sins 
red like scarlet or of crimson dye: whilst they also 
cautioned him against the danger of a false hope, 
and of speaking peace to his soul when there was 
n0 peace. With what efficacy they labored, with 











»—when suddenly it flashed across the mind of the 


Him, ‘‘to whom all hearts are open, all desires 
known, and from whom no secrets are hid.” Their 
business over, they rose to leave; the prisoner 
also rose and approached the light. It was a calm 
clear summer evening, when the twilight is of long 
duration; it streamed full upon the prisoner’s face, 


younger clergyman, that the features of the unfor- 
tunate being before him, were the features of one 
known in days gone by. Still he doubted, for the 
name was different; he questioned him, however, 
and found not only that he himself was recognized 
by the prisoner, but that his suspicions were veri- 
fied. J, my brethren, was the clergyman, and in 
the doomed one—in the murderer—Edward D , 
stood before me, the school-mate of my years of 
childhood. Yes; after the lapse of sixteen years, 
two individuals who had started in the race of life 
together, and who had long perhaps supposed each 
other dead, met, for the first time, in the dark 
dungeons of death; the one a minister of the Lord 
Jesus Christ, the other a condemned criminal, 
stained with the life-blood of a fellow-creature. 
Before God and man then this day I desire 
openly to avow, that I am to grace so great a 
debtor, that in the midst of deserved wrath God 
has distinguished me with undeserved mercy; and 
in looking back upon my escape from the pollutions 
and the crimes of others, from my inmost soul I 
would say, ‘‘ Not unto me, O Lord, not unto me, 
but unto thy name give glory, for thy grace, thy 
mercy and thy truth’s sake.” ’ 
If the foregoing narrative of facts, related as 
they occurred, and as they were subsequently 
mentioned by the writer from the pulpit, should 
lead any to seek and to trust in the same prevent- 
ing and assisting grace, I shall not have occupied 
your columns or the attention of your readers in 
vain. [ Churchman. 


RELIGION. 


























A MOTHER AND SISTER’S PRAYER ANSWERED. 

Within a twelve month, there came from : 
one of the West India Islands, to the United 
States, a man of business. He was in truth, a 
man of the world; deeply immersed in its cares, 
and prosperous in reaping a golden harvest; with 
which he vainly hoped, ere long, to be satisfied 
and happy. His mission led him to all the princi- 
pal cities on our Atlantic borders; and in them to 
associate with a most respectable class of our mer- 
chants. He first visited a southern city; and while 
there, was led, in the providence of God, to listen 
to the preaching of a zealous and devoted clergy- 
man of the Protestant Episcopal church. His at- 
tention was arrested and his mind deeply solemniz- 
ed with eternal realities. He visited intervening 
cities, and at length reached Boston. There he 
took lodgings in the House. The impres- 
sions made by divine truth were not to be effaced 
from his: heart, although he was much occupied 
with mercantile operations. He still thought of 
his soul, and began to set upon it a higher value 
than upon the world. He went to hear a faithful 
minister of the Methodist church, and his convic- 
tions of sin were heightened. He went again and 
again; till, by the blessing of God, and the opera- 
tions of the Holy Ghost, he found a Saviour, and 
embraced him in faith, and became a joyful wit- 
ness of his truth. Surrounded as he was by the 
world, on all sides, hearing _constantly the din of 
its business, and the noise of its folly (miscalled 
pleasure,) indeed engaged for a part of the day in 
the former, and associated at the meals, with many 











what advantage they prayed, is known only to 


worldly thoughts, so as to spend hours daily with 
his God, on his bended knees, seeking divine illu- 
mination in prayer and reading his word. 

He was now a changed man. He felt it within. 
He showed it in his very countenance and man- 
ners. Yes! and he was not made a witness for 
Jesus fo be dumb! or to testify only on certain great 
occasions!:. Out of the abundance of his heart his 
mouth spake. -He has now returned to his home, 
to carry.a pearl of matchless price; and, in the 
benevolence which the gospel inspires, to use his 
utmest endeavors that those endeared to him by 
the ties of affection and blood may not receive the 
grace of God in vain. Nor will he be soon for- 
gotten in your city, among the brethren who re- 
Joiced over his repentance, or by those impenitent 
individuals whom he besought in the ardor of his 
first love, to seek the Saviour he had found. 

But what has all this to do with the prayers of 
a mother and a sister? Let me tell you, the man 
thus hopefully converted, is the son of a mother in 
Israel! and the brother of the wife of a missionary 
in India! The former has been for many years, 
an ornament in the church in England, and now 
stands waiting but to hear this blessed intelligence, 
that her son who was. lost is found—who was dead 
is alive again; and like Simeon of old, she will 
say, ‘‘ Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart in 
peace, for mine eyes have seen thy salvation.” 
The latter was so in love with God’s word, that to 
enjoy and be benefitted with its glorious truths, 
she made the Hebrew language her study, that so 
she might read it in-the characters in which it was 
originally penned. 

Who can doubt that the prayers of that mother 
and that sister, going up continually for the son 
and the brother, widely separated from them as 
he was, were heard, and he was blessed in his 
soul on account of them? Mothers! who have im- 
penitent sons and daughters, pray for them. Sis- 
ters, who have brothers in love with this world, go 
to God in faithful prayer for them; for the fervent, 
effectual prayer of the righteous availeth much. 

Pastor. 











OBITUARY. 


-— —- -——— + 








EDWIN BLAIR. 
From the Report of the Sabbath School in the North Church 
in New Haven, Ct. 

Epwin Buarir was born Jan. 23d, 1830—died 
Aug. 4th, 1835. When very young, his parents 
consecrated him to their faithful, covenant-keeping 
God, and early taught him to bend the knee and 
raise his infant voice, to his Father in heaven. 
At this tender age, he was exceedingly amiable 
and engaging. Before he was two years old, he 
loved to hear and talk about that Great Being, 
who made the sun, and moon, and bright twinkling 
stars. He now manifested an interest in the fam- 
ily devotions, especially in singing. At first he 
was unsuccessful; but he soon began to commit 
the words to memory, or if unlearned, he would 
ask some one to take him up, and whisper each 
line in his ear. At family worship, he always 
took his seat next his father, that he might look 
over his Bible and Hymn Book, and then solemnly 
kneel at the same chair with him. When between 
two and three, Edwin began to hold “little meet- 
ings” as he called them. Collecting his brothers 
and sisters, older than himself, with the Bible and 
Hymn Book, he would seat himself in some ele- 
vated position,—commence by repeating appropri- 
ate passages of Scripture—then kneeling, repeat 
the Lord’s Prayer—after which. sing, and then 





devoted to the latter, he did abstract his mind from 


close. These services were eonducted with the 
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greatest propriety, and if he ever saw any smile, 
he would reprove them in a most solemn manner, 
entreating them to be good and love God. We 
are aware that children often lightly resort to these 
exercises for amusement, but the subsequent man- 
ner of observing these seasons with experienced 
Christians, leads us to believe that they were in- 
vested with sacredness to this child of promise. 
The introduction of little Edwin into the Infant 
Class, was an important era. The Sabbath morn, 
the holy duties, his little mates assembled to re- 
ceive instruction from their much loved teacher, 
were joyful anticipations and realizations to this 
young learner. His interest in this department 
was constant and progressive. Upon his return, 
often would he run to his mother, saying, ‘‘O! 
mamma, I want to tell you what the teacher said.” 
On one occasion, he was much interested in hear- 
ing about the soul: ‘‘ Mamma,” said he, ‘‘ Miss 
W. says, the soul is the spirit, and the spirit is that 
which feels, and thinks, and knows, without a body.” 
This opened a ficld of thought to his reflecting 
mind, and ever after was a favorite topic of con- 
versation. 

Little Edwin loved the heathen, and was earnestly 
desirous of doing them good. He was unwilling 
to leave home on Sunday morning without his 
pennies. One Sabbath after attending the Mis- 
sionary Meeting, he came and stoed beside his 
mother, with a sad countenance, and said, ‘‘ Mam- 
ma, do you know how heathen mothers kill their 
children?” He then related an anecdote which 
he had just heard, and afterwards said, ‘‘ If I live, 
(his usual way of qualifying future purposes,) I 
mean to be a missionary; and then I will go and 
tell them how wicked it is to do so.” He often 
sang the hymn beginning, ‘‘I thank the goodness 
and the grace.” 

Little Edwin thought much about dying. Late 
in the autumn of 1833, he accompanied a friend to 
the grave yard. Sitting down on the grass by the 
side of his sister’s grave, he talked of the time 
when all would rise from their tombs to meet their 
Judge. Of the meeting of spirits he inquired, 
‘* Shall I see my little sister? Shall I know her 
there?” A little more than a year ago, after re- 
tiring to his bed, he was observed to be weeping; 
his sister asked the cause; said he, ‘‘ I want to be 
a Christian; can’t I be a Christian too?” He was 
told, ‘‘ Yes. Do you not remember Jesus said, 
Suffer little children to come unto me?” ‘*O yes, 
but how shall I come?” ‘*‘ When you pray to 
Him, if you really desire what you ask, and mean 
to do as Christ commands you, that is coming to 
Him. You know the Hymn that says, 

God is so good, that He will hear 

Whenever children humbly pray.” 
** Yes,” said he, ‘‘ I know that well; I do want to 
be a Christian; and I believe I do love Jesus 
Christ;”’ and then with a sweet smile of confidence 
he fell asleep. 

Edwin derived much enjoyment from social and 
private prayer. He was a regular attendant at 
the meeting on Sunday noon, and occasionally in 
the morning. But the little meetings seem to have 
afforded him the most pleasure. ‘They have been 
recently restricted to his two older brothers and 
himself. It was here that form was dispensed with, 
and the infant voice was raised in ‘‘ humble grate- 
ful prayer.” Often after retiring to their room at 
night, they have united in devotion, singing, 
‘*Welcome! Welcome! dear Redeemer,” or 
‘* May I resolve with all my heart.” The week 
before his death, they met and prayed together 
for the last time. From this interview he came to 
his sister, saying, ‘‘ We have had a real good 
meeting up stairs,” his common expression when 
very much pleased. 

The first Sunday in August, which dawned so 
brightly on young Edwin, was the last of his earthly 
Sabbaths. He resorted to the Infant Class as 
usual, and was most attentive to instruction. A 
former Teacher, visiting the department, alluded 
to the recent death of one of their number. They 
then sang the hymn, ‘‘ There is a glorious world 


heaven, and what constituted its joys; of whom its 
inhabitants were composed, and the necessary 
qualifications of little children to enjoy its happi- 
ness. They were questioned, in a familiar man- 
ner, as to their knowledge of the words they had 
repeated. The attention of the teacher was ar- 
rested by the prompt and appropriate answers of 
little E. His eyes were instantly fixed upon her; 
he seemed to feel these truths to be solemn, but 
blessed realities. He returned at noon, and soon 
began to talk about heaven. Said he, ‘‘ Every 
one may go to heaven if they have a mind to.” 
‘* Yes,” said his father, ‘‘every one who loves 
the Saviour; do you think you love him, Edwin?” 
He hesitated, as though fearful not enough; and 
then answered, ‘‘ Yes, I do.” In the afternoon 
he complained of being tired, and did not go to 
church. The evening was spent in reading his 
Bible, and singing with his mother. About mid- 
night he was attacked with a burning fever, which 
raged so violently, that in 26 hours he gently 
breathed his life away without a struggle. 

We shall close this short sketch of little E. with 
the brief testimony of Miss W., under whose in- 
struction he had been for some years. 

‘* The character of my dear departed pupil was 
truly interesting. Three years of his life, except- 
ing short intervals, were passed under my daily 
care and observation; and during that time, he 
maintained one steady course of cheerful obedi- 
ence. His young mind was active, and intense in 
application, and his memory retentive. One trait, 
which is ever worthy of regard, was his strict ob- 
servance of truth. 1 never detected the slightest 
deviation. Many times he has told me circum- 
stances, to which I subsequently found it neces- 
sary to refer in the presence of scholars. If on 
these occasions I expressed any thing not in exact 
accordance with his relation, or which indicated 
misconception of his meaning, little E. would 
come to me, and repeat the whole with an earnest- 
ness, which proved his sense of the importance of 
speaking the truth. Any message entrusted to 
him, was invariably cxceuted without delay or 
error. His actions bespoke a consciousness of 
right and wrong, and a desire to pursue the good, 
and avoid the evil. When the duties of religion 
were introduced, especially that of prayer, little 
E.’s ready answer evinced the interest and satis- 
faction which his youthful heart hadimbibed. His 
sweetness of temper, and affectionate kindness of 
manner, won the love of his juvenile companions. 
When the unexpected tidings of his death were 
brought in, one of my little pupils said, ‘I think 
Edwin has gone to heaven; he was so good.’ Such 
was the impression his example had made upon 
his young associates.” 

Be this our consolation; his spirit has joined 
the ransomed throng, which surround the throne 
above. He has commenced in that bright world 
the song of ceaseless praise and of redeeming love. 





BENEVOLENCE. 








Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
Recollections of the Sandwich Islands.—No. 12. 

The medical applications were not always so 
harmless as binding the limbs in simple leaves; 
often, as I have before remarked, they were at- 
tended with the most destructive effects. 

I was acquainted with the circumstances of a 
case which occurred at Lahaina. A man who 
was in the morning engaged in his work, and to 
all appearance possessing good health, from an 
apprehension that he should soon be sick, took a 
dose of physic which. proved so active as to cause 
his death before night. 

In the ‘‘ Kumu Hawair,”’ a newspaper published 
semi-monthly in the language of the Sandwich 
Islands, is an account of a fatal occurrence, which 
lately happened there. A native doctor adminis- 
tered to a young female a dose of poisonous and 
exceedingly drastic medicine. She was soon 


seized with distressing and incessant vomiting, so 





of light.”” They were told of the employments of 
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a day, tormented with a burning pain at the stom. 
ach, and raising blood every time she Vomited 
when death terminated her earthly suffering,’ 
Before taking the medicine the girl was in perfect 
health, a circumstance which rendered the event 
peculiarly aggravated. 

In cases of insanity, the persons so affected 
were formerly subjected to a severe steamj or 
roasting, from a belief that they were “‘ possesseq " 
and that the evil spirits might be driven out }, 
rendering their situation uncomfortable. Th. 
practice has not indeed even now been laid aside 
But lately a poor maniac, residing on the islanj 
of Hawaii, was bound by a couple of their doctors 
and hot stoves were piled around him, to drive oy 
the evil spirits. It was in vain the miserable may 
writhed and screamed under his agony, and used 
his efforts to free himself from his tormentors, 
The ignorant and infatuated empirics, SUpposing 
his struggles to be produced mainly by the {oj 
spirit, under the torment which it experienced 
from their applications, increased the heat, unti) 
they found the patient actually expiring, when they 
both made their escape. 

Such horrid impositions and absurdities are, 
however, fast diminishing in frequency. The na. 
tive doctors are having less and less employment, 
continually, and foreign physicians are more gen. 
erally preferred. The chiefs will employ no other, 
They had no idea formerly that life might be pre. 
served by using the knife, and were utterly amazed 
at the success which attended the amputating of a 
limb, the extirpation of a cancer, and many other 
operations which I had occasion to perform. 

The following circumstance will serve to show 
in some degree the disregard in which the native 
practice is beginning to be held, and the increas 
ing estimation which is felt for foreign physicians, 
I was one day sent for to attend an infant, the so 
of a high chief. On my arrival, the parent sail 
to me, ‘‘ My child is very sick. I have been ai- 
vised to call in one of our doctors, but have not 
been persuaded. I have noticed that when they 
are called to attend the sick, they always promise 
to effect a cure and that immediately; but when 
our missionary friends prescribe for us, they never 
give any assurance or make any promise; they 
give the medicine and leave for Providence to ef- 
fect a cure. Now,”’ said he, further, ‘I think 
you pursue the right course, and are the mos 
likely to be successful. I have therefore sent for 
you and wish you to attend my child.” The little 
one had St. Anthony’s fire in the head, a ver 
dangerous and fatal disease, and soon after died; 
but the confidence of the parent did not seem di- 
minished, for he did not cease to. send for me 
whenever he or any one of his family was sick. 

In the facts stated in this and my preceding 
number, my young friends will see into what ab- 
surdities and errors people may be led by ign 
rance, and how exceedingly dark are the minds 
those upon whom science and the Gospel have 
never exerted an influence. Who will not desire 
that the condition of such a people should be 
ameliorated, and who will not rejoice in all the 
evidences of improvement which have taken place’ 

A. Cuarin. 


From the Mother's Magazint. 
BENEVOLENCE OF AN EMPRESS. 


Extract of a letter from the Rev. Mr. Knill, of %. 
Petersburgh, Russia, to a young friend in Americs. 
Your uncle, Mr. R., has just informed us of the 
solemn bereavement which you have experiencel 
The death of a father! Ah! this is solemn, indeed. 
‘*When my father and my mother forsake me, 
the Lord will take me up.” What a mercy fot 
you, that, before you were called to endure this 
trial, you knew the blessing of having Christ fot 
your portion! You could go to him, and tell him 
all your grief, and find a friend that sticketh close! 
than a brother. Blessed Omnipotent Friend! 
gracious to this afflicted family. * * * * 
Ah! dear young friend, how much are those to be 








severe as soon to render her unable to speak or 
to move. 


In this way she continued for more than 


pitied who refuse thus to be comforted! We 
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ought to pray and labor for them night and day; 
for what is a man profited, though he gain the 
whole world, and lose his own soul? 

One circumstance has lately occurred which 
has gratified me much. I drew up a paper re- 
specting eleven Sunday schools round about my 
native place, with a view to send them some 
school-books. I wrote a note to a friend of ours 
respecting it, who lives in the palace. Quite in a 
providential way, her imperial majesty saw this 
note, and immediately remarked, ‘‘ This is very 
pleasing; I will give you something for this;” and 
gent me one hundred roubles. This was altogether 
unsolicited, and, on our part, unexpected. It was 

at condescension and kindness for one so ex- 
alted to take notice of me or my labors. But it is 
just a specimen of their actual disposition. The 
whole of the imperial family seem to delight in 
making others happy. In consequence of this un- 
expected increase to my resources, I altered my 
plan about the Sunday schools, and with the em- 
press’s one hundred roubles I ordered twenty-two 
Bibles—two for each school; one Bible to be given 
to the boy who should repeat most correctly, at a 
given time, the 3d and 7th chapters of St. John; 
and the other Bible to be given to the girl who 
shall in like manner repeat the same chapters; 
and to be written on the cover of each Bible— 
“The gift of her imperial majesty the Empress of 
Russia.” 

I hope it will excite in the minds of the children 
a strong desire to possess the imperial gift; and 
thus about one thousand children in eleven villages 
will be treasuring up two precious chapters for 
future use, perhaps to be a comfort to them upon 
a dying bed. Watch the leadings of Providence, 
and you will always have something to admire and 
to adore. Who can tell what results may flow 
from this event? One thing is certain: it has rarely 
been heard of that an empress sent gifts to poor 
Sunday schools; and I hope, when it is known, it 
will lead many of the opulent and superior classes 
to think, and to go and do likewise. 














PARENTAL. 








A CHRISTIAN MOTHER. 

Extract of a Letter from Rev. John Newton. 

I think a prudent and godly woman, in the ca- 
pacity of a wife and a mother, is a greater char- 
acter than any hero or philosopher of ancient or 
modern times. The first impressions which chil- 
dren receive in the nursery, while under the mo- 
ther’s immediate eare, are seldom so obliterated 
but that sooner or later their influence conduces 
to form the future life; and though the child that 
is trained up in the way that he should go, may 
depart from it for a season, there is reason to hope 
he will be found in it when he is old. The princi- 
ples instilled into the mind in infancy may seem 
dormant for a while, but the prayers with which 
the mother watered what she planted there, are, 
as some old writers say, ‘‘ upon the Lord’s file.” 
Times of trouble recall those principles to the 
mind, and the child so instructed has something at 
hand to recur to. Thus it was with me: I was the 
only son of my mother; she taught me, she prayed 
for me and over me. Had she lived to see the 
misery and wickedness into which I plunged my- 
self afterwards, I think it ‘would have broken her 
heart. But in the Lord’s time her prayers were 
answered; distress led me to recollect her early 
care, and thus I was led to look the right way for 
help. But a religious education implies much 
more than teaching a cetechism and a few hymns. 
Happy and honored is the woman that is qualified 
to instruct her children, and does it heartily, in 
the spirit of faith and prayer. 
We often speak of the birth of a child, as a 
matter of course, of no great moment but to the 
parents and relations. But indeed the birth of a 
child, whether in a palace or a workhouse, is an 
event of more real importance than the temporal 


concerns of a whole kingdom. When 2 child is 





never end, and it is a being whose capacity for 
happiness or misery, is proportioned to its duration. 
To have the charge of such beings, to form their 
minds in their tender years, to bring them up in 
the nurture and admonition of the Lord, and at 
last to present them to him, enabled to say, ‘‘ Here 
am I, and the children thou hast given me”—oh 
what a blessing! 

Have you read, or have I formerly mentioned 
to you, what a good old woman in the last century 
said, upon her dying bed? It was to this purpose: 
‘‘T have been the mother of sizteen children; I 
nursed them all myself; and I know that now they 
are all either with Christ, or in Christ; and I be- 
lieve I never gave one of them the breast without 
putting up a prayer in my heart, that I might not 
nurse a child for the devil.” = [ Mother’s Mag. 








MORALITY. 


AN ALLEGORY. 
Mr. Eprror,—I have somewhere fead this Allegory, and 
thought it might be interesting to the readers of the Youth’s 








Companion. I will therefore, as far as memory serves, give 
you the original. 
It was night. Jerusalem was sleeping as quietly 


amid her hills as a child upon the breast of its 
mother, The silent watchful sentinel stood like a 
statue at his post, and the philosopher’s light burn- 
ed dimly in the recesses of his chamber. 
But a darker night was abroad upon the earth. 
A moral darkness involved the nation in its unen- 
lightened shadows. Reason shed faint glimmering 
over the minds of men, like the cold and inefficient 
shining of a distant star. The immortality of man’s 
spiritual nature was unknown, his relations to 
heaven undiscovered, and his future destiny ob- 
scured in a dark cloud of mystery. 
It was at this period that two forms of heavenly 
mould hovered above the land of God’s chosen 
people. They seemed sister spirits sent to earth 
upon some embassy of love. The one was of ma- 
jestic stature, and in the well formed limbs which 
her white and flowing drapery hardly concealed, 
in her erect Dearing, and her calm and steady eye, 
were exhibited the highest degree of strength and 
confidence. Her right arm was extended upwards, 
where night appeared to have placed her darkest 
pavillion, while on her left, reclined her delicate 
shrinking companion, in form and countenance the 
contrast of the other, for she was drooping like the 
flower when unmoistened by refreshing dews, and 
her bright but troubled eye scanned the air with 
ardent but varying glances. Suddenly a light like 
the sun at noon-day flashed out from the heavens, 
and Faith and Hope hailed with exulting songs the 
ascending Star of Bethlehem. 
Years rolled away, and a stranger was seen in 
Jerusalem. He was a meek and unassuming man, 
whose happiness seemed to consist in acts of be- 
nevolence to the human race. There were deep 
traces of sorrow on his countenance, though none 
knew why he grieved, for he lived in the practice 
of every virtue, and was loved by all the wise and 
good. By and by it was rumored that the stranger 
worked miracles; that the blind saw, the dumb 
spoke, and the dead leaped to life at his touch; 
that when he commanded, the stormy ocean be- 
came still, and the very thunders articulated, he ts 
the Sonof God. Envy assailed him with the charge 
of sorcery and blasphemy, and the voice of impious 
judges condemned him to death. Slowly, and 
thickly guarded, he ascended the Hill of Calvary. 
A heavy cross bent his form to the earth, but 


pinions in his blood, mounted to the skies. 














THE NURSERY. 








Written for the Youth’s Companion. 
SELF-CONFIDENCE. 
Come here, Emma, I want to tell you a story. 


condemned to die. 


Faith leaned upon his arm, and Hope dipping her 


There was once a great and good person who was 
He was innocent of any crime, 


who hated him most. He was not without friends, 
though his enemies were numerous and powerful. 
These friends loved him very much, and followed 
him wherever he went. How could they help 
loving him, when they saw how meek and gentle 
he was, amid all the abuse he was constantly re- 
ceiving? There was one among them who was 
very strong in his professions of attachment to this 
good man. When he was told that his friend 
would probably have to die, he said he would even 
be willing to die for him, he loved him so much, 
and that he would follow him any where. Well, 
the time came in which his affection should be put 
to the test, for this good and innocent man was 
hurried away to be executed. And where was he 
the while, who should have stood by and sustained 
him—who was willing to die for him if necessary? 
‘* HE FOLLOWED aFaR oFF!’’ And when some one 
asked him if he was not his friend, so fearful was 
he of the consequences of acknowledging it, that 
he basely denied him. But a look of mingled sor- 
row and reproach from that dear friend, pierced 
his soul, and recalled him to himself, and the re- 
pentant Peter ‘‘ went out and wept bitterly.” 
Emma, do you know any one else who is sometimes 
self-confident? If you would avoid Peter’s grief, 
you will strive against the cause of it—your ‘‘ most 
easily besetting sin.” 











NATURAL HISTORY. 
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A FIGHT WITH AN ANACONDA SERPENT. 
The following account of a recent perilous conflict 
of a missionary in Bengal, with an Anaconda serpent, 
is from a letter of the Rev. George Gogerly,.of Cal- 
cutta, inserted in the Chronicle of the London Mis- 
sionary Society, for July. We understand that the 
skin of the formidable animal which was killed on 
this occasion, has been sent to London, and is now 
deposited in the museum of the London Missionary 
Society, Bloomfield street, Finsburg. [N. Y. Obs. 
For three successive years, in the months of 
May and October, Bengal was visited with hurri- 
canes from the S. E. which were attended with 
consequences the most lamentable. The sea rose 
upwards of twenty feet. above its usual level—the 
banks which confine the rivers Roopnarain and 
Dummodah gave way, and the inundations which 
followed, carried destruction through the whole of 
the south and south-eastern parts of Bengal. Up- 
wards of twenty thousand lives were lost, and the 
cattle, crops, houses and: stores, were all washed 
away. The country being a low plain, the tops 
of the houses were crowded with the sufferers, 
whilst the waters continued to rise, mocking all 
the efforts made to escape, and the buildings and 
the people fell and perished together. 

The inundation was so great that all the animals 
of the forest were for a time driven from their ac- 
customed haunts, and forced to seek security in 
trees or elevated spots of ground. The serpent, 
whose skin I have sent, was probably from this 
cause driven from the Soonderbunds, and found its 
way to the missionary station of Kristnapore, which 
is situated on the north-western edge of those 
dreary forests. ‘The master of the Mission school, 
resided in a small native house adjoining the chapel 
compound; but on account of the effects of the 
inundation, which in a degree had reached that 
comparatively elevated spot, did not sleep in his 
own house, but spread his mat in the vernandah 
of the chapel. Early the next morning before it 
was light, he went into his house to procure some 
rice for his morning meal, and knowing exactly 
where to find it, he extended his arm towards the 
spot, and placed his hand on a large, cold, slimy 
body.—Horror struck, he instantly retreated, and 
called loudly for help, declaring that some mrito 
daiok jontoo, ‘ death giving animal,’ had taken pos- 
session of his house. Lights having been procur- 
ed, the serpent was discovered coiled up and fast _ 
asleep. With long bamboos, the people soon dis- 
turbed its slumbers, and inflicted a severe wound 
on the under side of its body. Erecting itself, and 








born, an immortal is born. 
being enters upon a state of existence which will 


In that hour a new 


and had always been kind and good, even to those 


rapidly darting forward, it dispersed its adversa- 
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ries; and though many attacks were made, it kept 
possessian of the house for a considerable time. 
At length a rope with a noose was thrown in, and 
caught the animal by the neck, when it was dragged 


forth, and fastened to a tree. It being the day on 
which I usually visited the village, accompanied 
by brother L., I repaired to the place, and found 
the serpent considerably injured by the blows it 
had received. Imagining that it was nearly dead, 
we loosened the noose and dragged the creature 
into the middle af the compound, where for a little 
while we left it, whilst we went into the chapel to 
make arrangements for the services of the day, 
when to our surprise, by the cries of the people, 
we found that it was making its escape. Hastening 
to the spot, we observed that it had worked its 
body partly through the noose, and was only pre- 
vented from entirely effecting its purpose, by the 
rope entering the wound on the under side of its 
body, before alluded to. Mr. L. immediately seiz- 
ed the rope and tightened the noose, which irri- 
tating the animal, it reared its body, and with 
widely extended jaws, darted at our brother in a 
most frightful manner. Mr. L., however, by his 
activity, eluded the attacks of the animal; and 
though pursued round the compound, kept posses- 
sion of the rope until another noose was thrown 
over its head, and the re-captured animal was 
hung up on one of the pillars which support the 
roof of the chapel, and was there killed. It was 
apparently a young serpent, and not more than 
half the size to which it would have attained in a 
few years. It was eighteen feet long, and twenty- 
two inches in circumference. It could have swal- 
lowed a kid or a child with great ease. 








When the leaves fall—and 
As when the morning stars 


To worship God. 


He lent Isaiah’s fire to the truths 


I went my way—but as I went, 


How holy was the Sabbath-day of God. 


It was a pleasant morning, in the time 

the bright sun shone out 
first sang together— 

So quietly and caluly fell his light 

Upon a world at rest.—There was no leaf 

In motion, and the loud winds slept, and all 

Was still.—The lab’ring herd was grazing 

Quietly on the hill-side—all undisturb’d 

By the harsh voice of man, and murm/’ring sound, 
Save from the distant waterfall, came not 

As usual on the ear.—One hour stole on, 

And then another of the morning, calm 

And still as Eden ere the birth of man. 

And then broke in the Sabbath chime of bells— 
And the aged man, and he of few years, went 
Together to the house of God.—I mingled with 
The well apparell’d crowd.—The holy man 

Rose solemnly, and breath’d the prayer of faith— 
And aged saint, just on the wing for H 
And he of strength—and the bright hair 
And child of curling locks, just taught to close 
The lash of its blue eye the while;—all knelt 
In attitude of prayer—and then the hymn, 
Sincere but homely in its melody, 


eaven— 


went up 


The white-hair’d pastor rose 
And look’d upon his flock—and with an eye 
That told his interest, and voice that spoke 
In tremulous accents, eloquence like Paul’s;— 


Of revelation, and persuasion came 

Like gushing waters from his lips, till hearts 
Unus’d to bend were soften’d, and the eye 
Unwont to weep sent forth the willing tear. 


I thought 
Roy. 








EDITORIAL. 








What is it to be a Teacher ? 

“Mother,” said a little boy who had just got his 
lesson, and was going to the Sabbath school, ‘‘ what 
is the meaning of the word Teacher?” ‘Why, my 
dear, it means a person who gives instruction.” 
“Well, mother, what is the meaning of Pupil?» 
*“ Why, it means a person who receives instruction; 
but what led you, my dear, to ask these questions?” 
‘“* Why, mother, it seems to me if that is the meaning, 
that the children in our class ought to be called 
Teachers, and Mr. A. should be called a Pupil.» 
** How strange you talk, my son—what is it you 
mean?” ‘I mean what I say, mother—for Mr. A. 
only sits down and asks the questions out of the book, 
and we tell him all we know about it, after we have 
studied the lesson at home, and you have helped us 
find it out—so that he receives the instruction, and 
we give it.” But, my dear, Mr. A. explains the 
lesson more: fully, and illustrates it by facts and an- 
ecdotes, and applies it to your consciences—does he 
not?” ‘*No, mother, that is what we expect him to 
do; but we are always disappointed.” 

Are there not many teachers in our Sabbath schools 
whose conduct would lead to the conclusion that they 
had only to ask a few questions of the scholars, and 
when these are answered, there is nothing more to 
be done, but to keep the children quiet? 


Is not this 
one of the reasons why children s< 


son become wearied 
and dissatisfied with the Sabbath school, and invent 


excuses to be absent? Children have much curiosity 
—they are eager to hear about things that they do not 
understand, and if teachers would only take advantage 
of this thirst for knowledge, and g° prepared to give 
it, their pupils would soon manifest their gratification, 
and ask other questions, which would puzzle the 
teacher to answer—but which would lead him to a 


eourse of inquiry and investigation most interesting 
and useful to himself. 


es 

TO CORRESPONDENTS.~An Obituary Notice from Middle- 
borough, will appear next week. The Obituary Department was 
80 occupied, we could not find room before. 

We have been favored with some beautiful pieces 
Mrs. Sigourney, which will enrich that Departmen 
we have completed the series by “ Roy.” 


of Poetry, by 
t, a8 soon as 


sent down with a rope and noose t 





VARIETY. 


°*d young man, 





said 


boy? tell me the reason.” 


show that you 
cule of your companions, 
mandments of God. 

insult with meekness, 
and brutes which hay 


pose you fight with this boy, 


are called to stand before God? 
luded man has been drawn in to 


in England, when six were lost. 


a boy, who were h 
sudden spring, an 
chain which is always hanging at 
asa guide. As soon as possible, 


ed that some one was clinging to t 


He came first in his descent, to a 





Harding, and on his reaching him 


and fight a duel to show his bravery, an 
ed to all that he was a miserable cowa 
afraid of the sneer and laugh of his 
Rather follow the example of that brave 
when he was challenged to fight, said, * 
the cannon’s mouth, but I fear God.” 


was known at the top of the pit, an 


True Courage. 

‘ Coward! Coward!’ said James Lawton to Edward 
Wilkins, as he pointed his finger athim. Edward’s 
face turned very red, and the tears started in his eyes, 
as he said, “‘ James Lawton, don’t call me a coward.”? 
Why don’t you fight John Taylor then, when he dares 
you! I would not be dared hy any boy.” 
afraid,” said Charles Jones, as he put his finger in 
his eye, and pretended to ery.—« t 

dha and he looked almost ready to give up; 
for John Taylor came forward and said, “* Come on 
then, and show that you are not afraid.” 
man passing by, said, “Why do you not fight the 


The boys all stood still, 
while Edward said, “I will not do a w 


sir, if they do call me a coward,” 
my noble boy,” sail the gentleman. 
with that boy, you really disgrace yourself, and 


icked thing 


“If you 


given you 


ult, yet re- 


s be when you 
Many a poor, de- 
accept a challenge 
thus display- 
rd, who was 
companions. 
soldier, who 
I do not fear 
[Juv. Ref. 


ee, 
A Noble Minded Boy. 


An accident occurred in a coal-pit near Brighton, 


: At the moment of 
time when the iron handle of the car, 


unfortunate men were, snapped asunde 


in which the 
r,@ man and 


anging on the rope above, made a 
d most providentially laid hold of a 


the side of the pit 
after the accident 
d it was ascertain- 


he side, a man was 
0 render assistance. 


boy named Daniel 
the noble minded 






*© He is 


am not afraid,” 
A gentle- 


> 


“That is right, 
ght 
will 
are more afraid of the laugh and ridi- 
than of breaking the com- 
It is more honorable to bear an 
than to fight about it. Beasts 
e€ no reason, know of no other 
way to avenge themselves, but God has 

understanding, and though it be hard to 

coward, and to submit to indignity and ins 
member the saying of the wise man—“ He that ruleth 
his spirit is greater than he that taketh a city.” Sup- 


and your companions all 
call you a brave fellow, what will thi 


be called a 


= 
lad instantly cried out, ‘Don’t mind me, 
on a little, but Joseph Brown, who is a little lower 
down, is nearly exhausted; save him first.’ he per. 
son went on, and found Joseph Brown, as describeq 
by his companion, and after bringing him Safely y 

again descended, and succeeded in restoring the > 
lant boy to light and life. When we state that ¢ 

time which elapsed from the moment of the accident 
till the boy was brought up was from fifteen to twent 

minutes, his fortitude and heroism will be duly appre- 


ciated. [ Gloucester Chronicle. 


The way to convert the World. 

“* Where did you find those anxious souls?” Said a 
pastor to a young Christian female, after she had in- 
troduced the fourth awakened sinner, to his meeting 
of inquiry. With much modesty and humility, she 
replied, ‘‘a few months since, | went to work ina 
shop where were six females besides myself, not ong 
of whom was pious. ‘They knew that I was a pro- 
fessor of religion, and I thought it important, first of 
all, to gain their confidence by exhibiting a Christian 
spirit and example before them.—After a few weeks 
as we boarded together, I proposed that we should 
spend half an hour each day in reading tracts, or some 

ood book for our improvement; this they agreed to, 
Next, as one or two of them appeared interested, ] 
proposed to offer prayer in connection with reading- 
to which they also assented. I then, as opportunity 
offered, conversed with each one separately on the 
subject of religion; invited them to go with me to 
your meeting of inquiry, and three of them, it is 
hoped, have already found an interest in Christ; this 
fourth one is very anxious; I hope she will be led to 
the Saviour.”—The result was, that these four per- 
sons, through the humble efforts of this Christian fe- 
male, became pious and united with the same church, 
Let Christians in humble and in high life go and do 
likewise, and the day of this world’s redem tion will 
be near. [Pastor’s Journal, 


I can h 








A Wife’s Solicitudes, 
In Bertrand’s Plague of Marseilles, an affecting in- 
cident is related, which shows the disinterested feel- 
ing which characterizes female attachment. A young 
woman was attacked with the plague. She was a. 
ware of the nature of the horrid disease—and seemed 
only anxious that her husband should escape. Dur- 
ing her illness, she uniformly refused all assistance 
from him; nor would she suffer him to approach her, 
and carried her cares for his safety even beyond the 
term of life. When she found her last hour approach, 
she desired him to throw her the end of a long cord, 
which she fastened round her body, enjoining him, 
with her expiring breath, not to touch her corpse, but 
to drag her by this cord to her grave! 





Little Jane, 


A little girl whose name is Jane was admitted into 
our school at its commencement; in process of time 
she brought her two brothers along with her; she was 
taught by her teacher, that when she arose in the 
morning, see should praise God for keeping her 
through the night, as well as implore his protection 
for the ensuing day; and to commit herself to his 
keeping oo the silent watches of the night. It 
appears that she continued to follow the directions of 
her teacher till, strange as it may appear, she was 
— by her father, who upon observing her and 

er brothers kneel down at their bed side to commit 
themselves to the eare of their heavenly Father, pe- 
remptorily forbade them to do so any more. The 
child arose and wept;—and from that time was under 
the disagreeable necessity of discontinuing her reli- 
gious exercise until her privileges were restored to 
her by the interfering hand of Providence owing to 
the following circumstance. Her father became sud- 
denly indisposed; and convinced, as he then was, that 
he was without God and without hope in the world, 
in the agony of his mind he called upon his children 
to pray for him. Little Jane came weeping to his 
bed-side, and said, “father, when I wished to pray 
for you, you would not permit me, but I will pray for 


you as well as I can.” She accordingly knelt down 
and prayed for her father. 





The Alphabet, 


The following verse is said, in the Youth’s Maga- 
zine, to contain all the letters in the Alphabet; but 
there is one letter which we cannot find in it—what 
letter is missing? 
** And I, even I, Artaxerxes the king do make a de- 
cree to all the treasurers which are beyond the river, 
that whatsoever Ezra the priest, the scribe of the law 
of God of heaven, shall require of you, it be done 





speedily.” Ezra vii, 21, 





